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unknown species to its brazen lair, know the
true hunter's thrill. He wears protective
disguises. He makes a noise like a mill-
wright. He was last heard of in Wolver-
hampton going West. He is not a copper-
smith at all but a man in another occupation
with the same name doing the same work.
Without him shells cannot be banded, guns
wired, or indeed wars waged. Sardonic,
dim and impenetrable he, and not Mr. Z.,
is the shadow behind munitions. And still
he flies our greetings, our tears and our
smiles. cWe've traced a coppersmith/ said
the voice of doom over the telephone in
H. B.'s room. cGome at once.5 All was
discovered. I flew.
life, that denies us most things, denied
me the resumed conversation. Once or
twice I caught a glimpse of Irving at the end
of Conference tables where I was expounding
to astonished Admirals the impossibility of
providing them with any of the means of
continuing their naval avocations. Each
time he remembered me with a jerk, and each
time as I saw his warm and benevolent eye
embrace me with cordial amusement, I
became self-conscious. Aged 28 or 29, I
dealt less harshly than I might otherwise
-have done with a Second Sea Lord., full of
years and honours! cWe might, perhaps/
I would say as a concession to H. B.'s amiable
recognition, clet you have three squads of